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tected skull. I felt my head begin to swim, and the bamboo stems to dance before me in an indistinct maze. Had it lasted much longer, I feel certain I must have had a sunstroke; but the last act was playing out. Crash went the elephant into a dense clump of bamboos ; a jagged stem seized me by the neck; and as I raised my hand to disengage it, the roar of the tigress burst forth in my very face ; a striped form rose in the centre of the clump, in the act of bounding on the elephant's head. Leaning over the railing of the howdah, I levelled the gun, double-shotted in both barrels, at her chest; and the next moment was shouting out: "For God's sake, bring that claret and water, will you, and come down, half-a-dozen of you, and take up this

carcase!"

So I bagged the whole family, to the no small delight of the cattle-keepers of the place.
A large panther was making himself very troublesome at that time in the neighbourhood of the Jubbulpiir and Mandla road. He had killed several children in different villages, and promised, unless suppressed, to become a regular man-eater. I encamped for some days in the neighbourhood of his haunts, and the very first night the villain had the impudence to kill and drag away a good-sized baggage pony out of my camp. The night being warm, I was sleeping outside, for the sa&e of coolness, and was awakened by the riving, gurgling noise close to my bed. It was too dark to see; so-1 pulled out the revolver, that in those uncertain times always lay under my pillow, and fired off a couple of shots to scare the intruder. Getting a light, I was relieved to find it was only the pony, instead of a human being, as I had half feared, and we proceeded to investigate the condition of the deceased.